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The Musician 


Author's Notes: 
Some of you who read this may actually know who this is about, but it is just something that came to mind. | 


hope you like 


She spots him the moment she walks in. Her little musician. Sure, she is a musician too; a guitarist in fact, but 


he plays a different instrument, a different genre, something she would never go and see. 


He spots her and smiles, inclining his head in a ‘come over’ gesture that only she knows. His punk rocker. He 
notices how casually dressed she is, just like when they where younger and didn't know where the world would 


take them. 
Standing in front of each other, they are at a loss for words. It has been so long since they last saw each 
other, far too long for her liking. They embrace. She is enjoying it more than him, but he was never a person 


for hugs anyway. 


His name is called out and they let go of one another. 


They still haven't spoken, knowing full well that if they do their comfortable silence will become awkward. A 


little arguement from when they were younger, something that tore them apart. 

"Im going to England at the end of the year," he said, "This will be my last year here." 

Tears filled her eyes and overflowed The day after, she was fragile; the next even more fragile. Come the third 
day she decided to write a note, expressing her feelings for what should be a joyous occasion Her mother panicked 
when she heard of the note, thinking she was going to end it. She just laughed and brushed it off. 

Now he is on the stage, walking gracefully over to his instrument, the piano. Normally he would begin with 
Mozart or Bach, but a song comes to mind which his fingers begin to play of their own accord. Normally he 


wouldn't sing, his usual pieces having no words, but for her he makes the exception 


The audience look at each other, curious as to what he is playing as they have never heard it before, but she 


has. It was the only song she asked him to learn. The only one she would sing along to. 
The concert ends and he walks off the stage. She walks over to the side, walking through to the dressing room. 
She knocks on the door and enters, smiling when she sees him. He has changed into his usual casual clothes, 


the ones that make him look younger, more like his actual age. 


Shy smiles. Comfortable sliences. That is what their friendship has been brought down to. No congratulations. 


No kind words, or mean ones at that. Just silence. 
The silence that once tore them apart has now brought them together. 
The pianist and the guartist. 


The musicians. 


